The Tragedy ^/Hamlet 

1 doe bcfecch you giiie him.lcaue to goc. 

Kvfg. Take thy ftire hoqrc LAerteSitmt be thine. 

And tUy bert graces fpend it at thy will: 

But now my Lofin my fonne. 

A little more then kin, and lefle then kinde. 

King. How is it that the clowdes ftill hang on you# 

\rlam. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the Tonne# 
Q^cne. Good HamJet cdR thy nigh ted colour off 
And ict thine cy'c lookc like a friend on 2)^nm4rl^^ 

Dac not for euer with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble Father in the duft. 

Thou know ft tis common all that liwesrouft dye, f 

PalTing through nature cp ctcrnitie. 

Ham. I Maddam^it is common# 

J^ee. If it bee 

Why feemes it fo pcrticulcr with thee. 

Ham. Seemes Maddam,nay it is,I know not fecmes, 

Tis not alone my incky cloakc could fmothcr. 

Nor cuftomary futes offolemne black. 

Nor windic fufpiration of forft breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull riucr in the eye. 

Nor the deicdled hauior of the vilage. 

Together with all formes, moodcs,fhapes of griefc 
^ That can denote me truely,thc(c indeed feeme. 

For they arc adtions that a man might play, i. 

But I hauc that within which pafTcs fliowe, i 

Thefc but the trappings and the luiccs of woe. 

K/ng^ Tis fwcete and commendabte in your nature HamUt^ 

To giucthefe mourning duties to your Father, 

But you muft know your father loll a father. 

That father Ioft,lofthis,and the furuiucr bound 
JnHlliaJl obligation for fome rearme 
To doc obfcquioui forrowes^but to perfeuer 
In obftinarc condolenicnt,isacourle 
Of impious ftubbomc{fc,tis vnmanly griefo. 

It foovyes ayvill moft incorred^I to beauen, 

A Uart ynfor^ified, or minde impatient, 

An vndcrftandtngfimple andynTcnoold, 

For what we know muft be, and is as commoa 
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Trttue fifDenmarhe. 

A j any the moft vulgar ihisg to fence, 

VVhy ftiould we in our pccnifhi oppofition 
Take it to hart,fie,tis a fault to hcauen, 

A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reafon naoft abfurd,whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers,and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firtt courfc,till he that dyed to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woc,and thinkeofvs 
As of a father,for let the world take note 
You arc the moft imediate to our throne. 

And with no leftc nobility of loue 
Then that which deareft father bearcs hislbnne. 

Doe I impair toward you for your intent. 

In going back to fchoole to ivittenbergy 
It is moft rctrogard to our dcfii e. 

And we bcfecch you bend you to rcraaine 
Heerc in the chcarc and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefeft courtier, cofin, and our fonne. 

Qtue. Let not thy mother loofc her prayers 
Ipray thee ftay with vs.goe not to IVittenberg. 

H4w. I ftiall in all my beft obay you Madam. 

Why tis a louing and a fairc reply, 

Beasdurfelfein Dcnmarke,Madam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of \{amlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof^ 

Noiocond health that Denmarke drinker to day. 

But the great Cannon tothe clowdes ftiall tell. 

And the Kings rowfc the hcauen fhall brute againe, 

Refpeaking earthly thunder; come away. Florish. KxeUHtnU 
Ham. O that this too too ftiilit^d ftedi would melt, fiamUe, 
Thaw and refolue it felfe into anew. 

Or that the euerlaftino had not fixt 

His cannon gainft fclre flaughtcr,6 God, God, 

How w®-y,ftale,flat,and vnprofitabic 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world ? 

Fie on’t,ah fie, tis an vnweeded garden, 

R''°westo fccdjthings ranck and grofe in natuic, 

Poffeffe it mccrely that it Ihould come tints . 
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